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HE following tranſlation is printed from a 
ſeries of exerciſes done by a Boy only twelve 
years of age, in the Grammar-School of Wolver- 
hampton. The Reader will obſerve in it evident 
marks of a juvenile performance; yet the Paſſages, 
which evince genius, and afford indications of talents 
likely hereafter to produce ſomething more worthy of 
attention, will, it is preſumed, be found numerous 
enough to preſerve it from contempt, and reſpectable 
enough not to render it unworthy of the School, of 
which he is a member. The copies of it are multi- 
plied with a view to ſtimulate to exertion by keep- 
ing alive in the School that great, vital principle of 
improvement Emulation. This conſideration will, 
it is hoped, entitle it to that indulgent Criticiſm, which 
the voluntary publication of maturer years cannot 
ſolicit at leaſt upon the ſame 5 with 
the ſame proſpect of ſucceſs. L 4 | ? 


The 
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Eneas relates how the city of Troy was taken, after a ten years 
liege, by the treachery of Sinon, and the ſtratagem of a wooden 

horſe. He declares the fit reſolution he had taken not to ſurvive 

' the ruins of his country, and the various adventures he met with 

in the defence of it at laſt, having been before adviſed by 

H ector's ghoſt, and now by the appearance of his mother Venus, 

he is prevailed upon to leave the town, and ſettle his houſhold 

gods in another country. In order to this he carries off his 

= father on his ſhoulders, and leads his little ſon by the hand, his 
wife following him behind, When he comes to the place ap- 

| pointed for the general rendezvous, he finds a great confluence of 
people, but miſſes his wife, whoſe 'ghoft afterwards" appears ts 

him, and tells him the land which was defigned for him. tl 
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SECOND BOOK 
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HROUGHOUT the royal manſion ſilence reign'd, 
Whilſt all the gueſts from noiſe and mirth refrain'd. | 
Then ſpoke ZEneas, riſing from his ſeat, 
| Why doſt thou, Queen, thus preſs me to repeat 
My country's woes, and urge me to relate 
The Grecian plots, and, mighty Ilion's fate? 
How I unhappy on the Trojan plain 
Saw llion fall, and all my labours vain ? 
Who can unmov'd by gentle pity ſtand ? 
Not een Ulyſſes or his Grecian band. | 
And the moiſt night prepares from heay'n to fly, 
The ſtars are ſet, and ſlumber ſeals the eye. 
But if thou ſtill perſiſt to know the hate | 
Of Greece, the woes of Troy, and Priam's fate. 
Hear,—tho* my mind ſhrinks back with fear to tell, 
How TOY mM Greece and perjur'd Sinon fell; 


Repuls'd wh fate from Viow . lofty Wall, 
(Ilion not doom'd for ten long years to fall) 
By Pallas taught they build a wooden horſe, 


Then back to Greece pretend to ſhape * courſe. 
„ 1 Within, 
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4 
Within, the braveſt of the Grecian band, | 
By lot appointed, take their deſp'rate ſtand. 


An Iſle there is in ſight, well known by fame, 
Rich in great wealth, and Tenedos its name 


A pow'rful ſtate, whilſt ſtood the Trojan towers, 


Nor laid in duft by Greece's conqu'ring powers : 
Here by the roaring main along the ſands 
The fleet lay hid, and all the Grecian bands. 
Ignorant of their plots to fink the fame 


Of lofty Ilion and the Trojan name, 


We to Mycena judg'd they'd croſs'd the main, 


And home to Argos plow'd the waves again. 
Free from her fears exulting Ilion pours 
Fer feſtive ſubjects on the ſandy ſhores. 


With joy the long conteſted plains we ſought; 
Here ſtood the ſteeds, and there the Grecians fought ; 
Here ſtood the camps, where Chilles in his car 
Ruſh'd thro' the hoſts, and broke the ranks of War; 
Here to the land their veſſels laid their head; 
There rag'd the battles, here our heroes bled ; 

There ſome admire the gift of Pallas hands, 
Stupendous ſtructure ! arm'd with Grecian bands. | 
Whether foul treaſon or reſiſtleſs fate | 


| Had doom'd deſtruction to the Trojan ftate, 


Thymetes firſt perſuades to place the bane 
Within the walls, and at Minerva's fane : 
But thoſe, whoſe minds far better thoughts employ, 
With Capys join to fave the tow'rs of Troy, 
Adviſing ſtraight to caſt into the main 

The direful gift of Argos” guileful train. 

Now whilſt the Trojan youth beheld with joy 

The ſhores deſerted and the fields of Troy, 

Apollo's prieſt from ſacred Ilion comes 

From Priam's manſion and his lofty domes, 

And thus he ſpoke; O Trojans, doom'd by fate, 

By adverſe Gods and Greece's laſting hate! 
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What madneſs leads you to believe the band 

Have fail'd from Troy to ſeek their native land ? 

Think ye, the Greeks will e'er forſake the town? 

And is it thus Ulyſles craft is known? 

This dread machine is deſtin'd for our woe; 

Within its wooden ribs lies hid our foe ; | 

Some cheat there is; my Trojan friends take care; 
When Greeks give preſents, Trojans ſhould beware. 

He ſpoke, and hurl'd a ſpear with vengeful pride, 

Which fax'd ſtood quiv ring in the monſter's ſide : 

The far reſounding noiſe is heard around, 

And the deep caverns echo to the ſound. 

Then had the Fates to Ilion tow'rs prov'd kind, 
And Gods endu'd with ſenſe the human mind! 

He from the horſe the Grecian band had driv'n ; 

Troy ſtill had rais'd its tow'ring ſpires to heav'n, 


. *Twas now the ſhepherds brought a Grecian bound 
With iron chains, whom on Mount Ide they found. 
He on the way a willing captive waits, 

To let in Greece thro' ſacred Ilion's gates; 

Of courage bold, determin'd to await 

Succeſs by art, or meet a certain fate. 

The Trojan youths then round the Grecian gock d, 
And with inſulting words the captive mock'd. 
Now hear, O Queen, the plots of Argive bands; 
The crime of all in perjur d Sinon ſtands. 
Unarmed as he ſtood, he caſt his eyes 

Around the troops, and thus lamenting cries ; | 

e Ah wretched me ! what hoſpitable ſtate 

« Will now receive me from impending. fate? 
No place is left in Greece my native ſhore ; 
„Alas! your ſwords will reck with Sinon's gore.” 


Struck with his tears, and melancholy fate, 


Var we urge him to relate, 
A 4 . 


Who was his fire, what injuries he bore, 
What hope of life thus captur'd on our ſhore, 
Fear by theſe words being driv'n from his breaſt, 
He thus with artful ſpeech the king addreſt. 


« O Trojan Prince, my ftory I'll reveal, 
“ From you and Troy the truth I'll not conceal. 
« Altho' I've long by fortune been oppreſt, 
« Fair truth ſhall neer be driv'n from my breaſt. 
„ From Argos (ever pleaſant, fruitful plain!) 
I fail'd to Troy, and croſs'd the raging main. 
c If in diſcourſe you've heard the noble name 
« Of Palamedes, ſo renown'd by fame, 
« Whom now the Grecians mourn depriv'd of li oht, 
« By fierce Ulyſſes ſent to th' ſhades of night; 
Me yet a youth, with him my father dear | 
“ Sent the long labours of the war to bear. | 
« Whilſt Palamedes' life and crown remain'd, 


I liv'd reſpected and ſome honours gain'd. 


<« Long time I mourn'd my friend depriv'd of breath, 
« And madly threaten'd to revenge his death, | | 
« If fav'ring Gods ſhould once again reſtore 

« Me ſafe to Argos and my native ſhore, | 

« Hence ſprang the ſource of all my future woes; 
My griefs and forrows all from hence aroſe. 

« From this time forth the ſly Ulyſles ſpread 

6 Reports all levell'd at my deſtin'd head. | 
Nor did he ceaſe till Calchas had foretold —— 
* But why ſhou'd I ungrateful tales unfold ? 

« Or why delay? if it is all you ſeek 

« To know and puniſh—here I am—a Greek. 
“Now take your vengeance ; let Atrides ſmile, 

“ And fierce Ulyſſes glory in his guile. 


We, too ignorant of our artful foe, 8 . 
With eager haſte demand his fate to know. 1 


oh + 
| Then thus diſſembling he purſued his tale; | 
« When now the Greeks no longer could prevail, | 
« Oft did the troops from Ilion's hoſtile plain AM 
« And Aſia's wars, attempt to croſs the main, 
« And oft by ſtorms were driven back again. 
4 When alſo firſt they built this bulky ſteed, 
« Then ruſh'd the winds with vaſt, impetuous ſpeed, 
« The liquid ſtorms deſcended from on high, 
c And the loud thunders bellow'd thro? the ſky. 
« We ſent an herald to the fane to know 
« The direful cauſe of this tempeſtuous woe. 
« Theſe words he brings and thus unfolds our fate; 
O Greeks, when firſt ye ſail'd to Ilion's ftate, 
© The winds and Phcebe ye appeas'd with gore, 
| © Now blood muſt. free ye from the Trojan ſhore," 
“ Soon as the awful anſwer reach'd our ears, 
« With ſhiv'ring limbs the Greeks confeſs their fears. 
« Ulyſſes forc'd ſage Calchas to relate : 
“ The will of Jove and all commanding fate. 
« My friends foretold my undeſerved woe, 
« And filent curſe the hatred of my foe. 


* The ſage for twice five days refus'd to ſpeak, 
C Or to betray, or put to death a Greek; 
<« Till forc'd by vile Ulyſles to relate, 
« He mark'd me out the victim of the ſtate. 
« The Grecian troops aſſent to this decree, 
And what each fear'd, is turn'd alone on me. 
The fatal day draws near; they then prepare 
The faited cakes, and bind my deſtin'd hair: | | 
« My bonds, I own, I broke and fled away, © ? 


LY 


« All night in lakes and ſea-green ſedge I lay, 
« Till to the winds the Greeks their fails diſplay. 
« For ever baniſh'd from my native ſhore, _ 
1 « My ſire and children I in vain deplore; 
Them for this act the bloody Greeks will ſlay, 
With death my deareſt friends this flight will pay. 


„ 


« By all the faered Gods I now adjure, | 

« If any faith to mortals is left pure, 
« Pity the wretch, to whoſe unhappy ſhare | 
“ Fate has ordain d ſuch miſeries to bear.” 


We take compaſſion on the captive's fears, 
And Sinon's life we grant unto his tears. 
The hoary king in gentleſt terms commands 
Jo looſe the fetters from the Grecian's hands : 
Then thus the aged Prince with placid look, 
In friendly words to perjur'd Sinon ſpoke, 
© Whoe'er you are, the Phrygian Monarch ſpeaks, 
© In lion live; forget the treach'rous Greeks. 
© Henceforth you're ours ; relate to me and Troy 
© What arts and Plots the Grecian troops employ : 
Say why they build this ſteed's ſtupendous height, 
© Is it againſt our lofty tow'rs to fight ? 
| © Religion's ſacred myſt'ries does it bear? 

© Or is it meant to ſcale our walls in war? 


Thus Priam ſpoke ; and Sinon with his eyes 
And hands uplifted, thus atteſts the ſkies. 
« Ye everlaſting fires, whoſe lucid flame 
« Burns pure and facred in yon ſtarry frame! 
« Ye holy altars, from whoſe fane I fled! 
« Ye garlands deſtin'd for my wretched head * 
« On ye I call; permit me to relate 
ce The Grecian ſecrets and the Grecian fate. 
« Tis juſt to hate the race, and to diſcloſe 
« The arts of Greece, where deep concealment grows. 
« If facred Troy remains from falſhood free, 
“ And keeps her promiſe unto wretched me; 
If great important truths, I ſhall relate, | 
Then fave the wretch, who faves the Trojan ſtate. 


The Grecian hopes and all the Grecian wars 
Were long upheld by Pallas“ fav'ring cares; 
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« But ſince that time, when fierce Tydides hands 
« Profan'd her temples, flew the Trojan bands, 
« And with Ulyſſes, impious, blind to fate, 
« Durſt ſteal her image from the Trojan ftate ; 
« From that time forth, our hopes began to fade, 

« Our ftrength ſhe wither'd, and refus'd her aid. 
„ Scarce in our camps was plac'd the ſacred wood, 
When briny drops upon the ſtatue ſtood ; 
& Its rolling eye-balls livid light'nings ſent ; 
« 'Thrice from the ground it leapt, and ſhook the tent: 
& Then wonderful to tell, it graſp'd its ſpear, | 
& And rais'd its dreadful ÆEgis high in air. 
The rev'rend Calchas oft addrefs'd the bands 99 

« To hoiſt their ſails, and ſteer from Phrygia's ſands : 


Quick, haſte your flight, no more your thoughts employ, 


© Or hope the fall of heav'n-defended Troy; 

© Unleſs great Jove auſpicious omens ſends, 

And fav'ring Pallas to our aid deſcends.” 

Now they prepare to plough the foaming main, 

« And with their Gods return to Greece again. 

« But quick returning from the Grecian ſhore, 

Once more they will invade the Trojan power. 

« By Calchas order'd, to the warlike maid 

They build this ſteed to gain her friendly aid; 
With ſize immenſe they raiſe the ond rous form, 

“ To touch the heav'ns, and brave its utmoſt ſtorm ; 

« Leſt once receiv'd within the city gate, | . 

Troy till might ſtand, ſecur'd by certain fate. 

4 But ſhou'd your hands profane her ſacred pow'rs, 

« Then falls deſtruction headlong on your towers, 

“ (Firſt may the ſire of Gods his vengeance ſhed, 

& And hurl his thunders on the author's head). 

Rut if you place the horſe within your gate, 

% Then from yourſelves you'll ward impending fate; 

« This dreadful war transferr'd ſhall Aſia bring 

10 * To fertile Argos and the Grecian king . 


« Troy 
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« Troy to the Argive coaſt her troops ſhall lead ; 
Their walls ſhall tremble, and their heroes bleed.” 


Sinon o'ercame by his deceitful arts | 
The Trojan ſtate, and gain'd our eaſy hearts; 
When neither Tydeus ſon, nor ten years war, 
Nor fierce Achilles dreadful in his car, 
Nor e'en the thouſand ſhips which croſs'd the main 
With Greece's force, cou'd e'er ſuch conqueſts gain. 


Here to the troops appear'd a direful ſight, 
And ſill'd our trembling breaſts with wild affright. 
For when to Neptune, monarch of the main, 
His prieſt a bullock at the ſhrine had ſlain; 

Behold! two ſerpents o'er the tranquil deep | 
With horrid orbs along the ſurface ſweep z perl 
From Tenedos, fair iſle ! their courſe they ſteer, | 
And both advancing tow'rds the ſhore appear : 
High o'er the ſea they raiſe their ſanguine creſts; 5 
Upon the ſurface glide their ſpotted breaſts; s 
Their tails. the filent waters ſweep behind; 1 
In rolling ſpires their ſpacious backs they wind; 5 
The floods reſound; the ſhore they now aſcend, 

And fires reſiſtleſs from their eye balls ſend, 

Darting their forked tongues ; half dead with fright 

Breathleſs and pale we fly the horrid ſight; | 
Full on the children of the prieſt they flew ; 3 i 
Each with his deadly bite an infant ſlew. e 
With eager haſte to venge his children's fate 2 
The father ſnatch'd a ſpear ;—alas ! too late. ns 
Twice round his body, and his neck as oft 
They twiſt about, and throw their heads aloft, 
Whilſt he attempts to break their hold in vain, 
His ſacred fillets they with gore diſtain. 

He rais'd to heaven ſuch deep tremendous cries | 
As when the wounded bull from Nlaughter flies. 


f 
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The ſerpents guarded by Minerva's pow'r''' d 
Ruſh o' er the earth and ſeck her ſacred tow'rz | 
Swift to the goddeſs feet they bend their way, 

And fafe beneath her dreadful Ægis lay. 

A trembling horror at the direful fight 

Ran thro? our limbs and And our minds with fright: 
Strange, ſudden fears poſſeſs the minds of all; 

All, all confeſs the juſtice of his fall; 

| Who raſhly durſt profane the wooden fieed 

And wound its ſacred ſides with impious deed. 

We ſtrait infiſt to place the fatal bane . 


Within the city at Tritonia's fane. 


The Walls we overthrow and city gate; 

Each buſy hand aſſiſts the work of fate. 

Some fix the wheels, whilſt others ſtrait around 
The monſter's neck the hempen cordage bound. 
The fatal horſe aſcends the Trojan tow'rs, 
Full with the Grecian arms and Grecian pow'rs. 
Boys and chaſte virgins, as it paſs'd along, 
Rejoice to pull the cord, and join in ſong. 

High o'er the walls the advancing ſteed look'd down 
Big with deſtruction to the deſtin'd town. 

O my dear country, O ye Trejan race! | 
Who from the gods theanſelvis: your litenge trace ! 
Four times within the gate the monſter ſtood ; 

Four times the clang of miner 6 gs 66 the wood. 
But we unheedful, to our ruin blind, 

Urge on the work with frantic joy of mind. 
Drawn to the temple by the choſen bands, 
Within the ſacred arch, the monſter ſtands. 

In vain Caſſandra told what heav'n decreed ; 

The maid was fated never to ſucceed ! 

That day, the laſt which Ilion ſhou'd enjoy, © 
With GENS mam Troy. 


| The day desde night ruſhes o'er the Ess, 
ae 2 
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Then Ilion ſlept; the drowſy God far ſpreads 
His balmy ſlumbers o'er the Dardan heads. | 
The Grecian Phalanx now prepare again | 
To fail to Ilion o'er the ſilent main. | 

By Phcebe's feeble glimm' ring light they frm. 
Soon to their ſight the well-known ſhores appear. 
When from the royal ſhip a ſign was giv'n, 

Falſe Sinon, favour'd by the gods and heav'n, 
Open'd the bulky monſter's ſecret doors; 
The horſe to air the hidden Greeks reſtores. 
Tiſandrus, Sthenelus, from its wooden fide = 
With dire Ulyſſes down the cable glide : 


Athamas, Thoas and Machaon 1 


With Menelaus and Achilles' heir, 
And he who built the fraudful Engine s height 


The crafty Epeus, next appear in ſight. 


The town they ſtrait invade; the Trojans lay 


Immers'd in fleep and eas'd from toils of day. 


They lay the watch and ope th' appointed gate; 
Whole hoſts of Greece en the 21 Rate, 


It'was the 1 time when Saturn's fon great Jove 
Sent down the god of ſlumber from above; 


Then Hector's ghoſt before my eyes appear'd, | 
Dragg'd as he was, with blood and duſt a. 


Before my ſight I thought the viſion ſtood; 


Down his wan cheeks there ran a briny flood: 
His beauteous body ſtill the wounds retain'd, 


And in his legs the barb'rous holes remain'd. 
Ah me | how chang'd from Priam's glorious ſon 


Clad in Achilles' arms from great Patroclus won; 


Who hurl'd againſt the fleet the Phrygian brands 


And came victorious from the Dardan ſtrands. 
His ſqualid beard and locks diſtilling gore, 


His breaſt all bleeding with the wounds he bore, 
© When round his country's wall in glorious {trife 


He nobly faught, and nobly loſt his life, 
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« Thou light of Troy, the Trojan's firmeſt aid, 

« Why this delay? from what far diſtant bourn 

« Does Hector to his longing Troy return, 

« After ſo many deaths and bloody wars 

« Of Ilion's ſtate; and all her various cares? 
—_ Why do we fee thefe' wounds, why view that face 


„ Beſmear'd with blood, and robb'd of ev'ry grace ?/ 


. To theſe vain queſtions he made no reply 
But from his lab'ring'boſom heav'd a ſigh. * 


„ O fly, Eneas, fly impending fate; 


« With Flames the foe ſurrounds the Trojan ſtate; 
« Troy by the Argive gods and Grecian pow'rs 


4 Falls to the ground, and lays in duſt her tow'rs. 


« Enough to Priam and to Troy is giv'n; 
If it had been the ſacred will of heav'n 
« By any hand to ſave our country's woe, 


& This hand, ere now, had depp the inkuling be. 


« Troy's houſhold gods committed to thy care 
« Thy future fortunes and thy fate ſhall ſhare”: 
c After long wanid'rings o'er the ſtormy main 
Another Ilion thou ſhall raiſe again,” 
This faid, he ſtrait'committed to my hands 


In the mean time with dreadful ſcene of woe 
The ſtate is fill d; the ſhouts ſtill louder grow. 
Altho' my father's royal manſion ftood , 
Hid in the deep receſſes of a wood, 

Vet ſtill the din of war more plain I hear 
The claſh of ſhields and arms aſſault my car. 
I ſhake off ſleep; and riſing from my bed 
With liſt ning ears upon the roof I tread. 

As when combuſtion ſpreads o'er ripen'd corn, 
By raging winds the ſcatt'ring flames are born; 
Or, as the torrents from the mountains brow 
Sweep o'er the fields and level all below, 
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Down fall the foreſts with a hideous cruſh, 
And the wild waters o'er the harveſt ruſh ; 
Th' aſtoniſh'd ſhepherd ſtarting at the ound. 
With terror views the dreadful waſte around, 


Now, now alas! the noble manſion falls 

Of brave Deiph'bus with its lofty walls ; 

The quick flame next Ucalegon's aſſails; 
Ev'n to Sigæum's ſtraits the horrid blaze prevails, 
The mingled noiſe of men and arms ariſe, | 
And the loud clamours ftrike the diſtant ſkies. 
Determin'd with my friends in fight to die, 
Madly I arm, and to the battle fly. 


When lo! old Pantheus from the Argive bands 
Flies with his gods, and grandchild in his . 41 
And at the threſhold of my manſion ſtands. 1 ate 
“ Hoy is it, Pantheus, with our ſtate ?. add: ſy | 


« Can Ilion boaſt in feeble Priam's pow'r ? ”*. 
Scarce had I ſpoke when thus the prieſt en 


And whilſt he ſpoke, his boſom heav'd with ighs.: 
| © The fatal day is come; Troy is no more 
« Trojans we were and once theſe names we bore; 


ce Ilion once ſtood, and Teucer's warlike name 
« Spread thro' the world her undiminiſh'd fame. 
&« Jove now has giv'n his Troy to adverſe fate, 


And the Greeks triumph in her burning ſtate. 
Nou from its deep, capacious, hollow, den, . 


& The horſe pours forth its hoſts of armed men. 


E The traitor Sinon caſts the flames around, 


« And lofty Troy comes tumbling to the ground, 
« The Greeks ruſh forward thro' the city gate, 


„ Thouſands who never fail'd from Argos ſtate. 


&« Not the firſt ſhock our foremoſt guards ſuſtain, 
© But ftrive to ſtop the ruſhing tide in vain, 


Too true the words of Hector . the guiles 
Of Greece appear, and all her treach'rous wiles. 
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By Pantheus fir'd I ſnatch with-haſte my arms, 
Ankle OI h 
Where'er the furies of the war ariſe, | 
And where the di of arms cke theſes. 
| Ripheus and hoary Iphitus appear; 
And Hypanis and Dymas to our 1 wide 
And young Chorzbus, Mygdon's only joy, 
Who ſcarce had ſlept within the walls of Troy. 
(Caſſandra's love the youthful warrior ſought 
And aid to Priarh and the Trojans nn, one 
Unhappy youth |! too reſolute and bold, N 
When thy Caſſandra's lips this deathful ſcene au. 


hes whithi L l) Peep Uhr ben 1 M 
« Brave youths, in vain to Troy you lend your ad. 
« But dare ye follow me amidſt alarms, 
„ And ruſh to death and die in honour's arms. 
Fe ſee the fate of Troy; alas ! the gods 
 « Have left its ſhrines and fled from its abodes, 
“The gods who built her tow'rs'and lofty wall 

No doom their Ilion by the Greeks to fall. 

Then let us ruſh amidft the foe, and fly 
« To meet our fate; in arms we'll nobly die. 
4 One hope, one hope alone awaits us yet, 
« Which is, all hopes of fafety to forget.” 
Then rage and fury in each boſom ſtood ; _, 
As rav'nous wolves, wide prowling round for food, 
Impell'd by hunger and depriy'd of day, . - : 
Strike to the fields and make the flocks their prey, 
Their brood impatient looking for their ſires; | 
Thus we ſprung forward thro' the Greeks and fires : 
Thro? arms, thro' Greeks, thro? death we bend our courſe 
n ! 


Night now began! her duſky wings to hood, | 
And throw bergloemy rates o'r or Ty Io, 


; 
! 
' 
[ 
| 


Thus ſpoke Androgeos; but, ſurpriz d with fear, 


The horſe-hair'd helmet of the hero dead, 


© 3 
But who, alas ! midſt fighs and tears can tell 
What ſouls deſcended to the ſhades of Hell? 
Renowned Troy! ah once, once glorious ſtate, _ 
But now o'erwhelm'd by flames and adverſe fate! 
Many brave heroes in thy temples bled! id 
oY ſtreets were fill'd with n of the dead. 


if 
'Tis not alone that 8 Troy now dies ; 'Y 


New force, new vj igour in the conquer'd riſe. ' 

The Greeks late conqu'ring fall on ev'ry ſide; 

F ear, death and terror thro? the battle ſtride. 
Androgeos firſt a victim to our arts TH 
Advanc'd in front, and thus his mind imparts ; 
« Haſte, brave allies, what means this ſlothful : ſtay, 
« Whilſt others bear Troy's glorious ſpoils away ? 


—_— * 5 


Perceiv'd his fault and death approaching near. 


As when a peaſant midſt the ſpreading brake 


In heedleſs walk hath trod upon a ſnake; _ 
The ſwain ſtarts back amaz'd with fearful "x" 


The ſnake collects his rage and ſwells his azure * 5 
Juſt fo Androgeos at th' un welcome Cm... 


Starts back amaz'd, his blood all chill'd with fright. 
We ruſh upon our foe, and mingled in alarms 
Preſs and incloſe them round with hoſtile arms. 
Strange to the place unnumber'd Greeks we ſlay ; 
Thus fortune ſmil'd. upon our firſt eſſay. 


Then Myzdon s ſon . o'er che dead, 


Addrefling thus his fellow-warriors ſaid ; 


O friends, whilſt fortune does her glfts diſplay, 

&« Strait let us follow, where ſhe leads the way; 

« Your ſhields and arms exchange; quick ftrip the lain; 

“ Who ſhall enquire from an hoſtile train "4 
« Whether by fraud or force the day we gain? 

Thus ſpoke the youth. and plac'd upon his head 


Now 


2 * 


[ 9 1 
Now ev'ry Trojan deck'd in Grecian arms i! 
With deſp'rate fury ruſh'd amidſt alarms. 
We fought in darkneſs ; many a Grecian fell 
And went pale ghoſts to Pluto's gloomy cell: 
Some to the fleet retire, ſome to the ſhore, ; 
Some ſcale the monſtrous horſe thro? fear once more, 
When lo! Caſſandra Priam's royal; fair ire ht 
Dragg'd from the ſhrine with looſe, diſhevell'd hair, 
Dragg'd by the Greeks, an unrelenting train! 
To heav'n imploring, rais rais d her eyes in vain; 
Her beauteous eyes for cords” and cruel bands 
The Greeks had fix d about her tender hands. 
Choræbus cou'd not bear the horrid ſight; 8 
But ruſh d upon the foe, reſol d to die in 1 | 
To aid the hapleſs youth with arms we fly 
Reſolv'd like him to conquer or to die. 
Quick from on high fall down the — ſhow'rs 
Of darts and weapons from the Trojan tow'rs: 
Our Grecian arms deceiv'd our Trojan ans, 
And bloody ſlaughter on our head deſcends.” | 
Then lo! the bands of conqu ring e 
Ajax and great Atrides guard the rear. 
Thro' eV ry Grecian breaſt, thro' ev'ry band, 
Rage and dire fury in each boſom ſtand; 
For rev'rend Priam's virgin daughter loft 
Fierce flew the Argive train on llion's hoſt : 
As in a whirlwind oppoſite tempeſts rage ; 
The weſt, the ſouth, the eaſtern winds engage; 
Fierce roar the foreſts, the wild waves divide, 
And leave a paſſage in the foaming T7 


Thoſe now appear, who thro? the ſhades of night 
Had ſought their ſhips in baſe Inglorious flight. 
Theſe were the firft, our Grecian arms who knew 
With Trojan voice; on us with rage they flew. 

And firſt Chorzbus—doom'd by fate to feel 
Pen'leus cruel arm and vengeful ſteel.— 
ET ; B 2 | At 
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At Pallas fane the youthful warrior fell, 


And went with Ripheus to the ſhades of hell; 


Ripheus moſt juſt, obſervant moſt of right, 


Yet ſent by Jove relentleſs to dark night. 

Hypanis and Dymas by their friends were ſlain 
Nor Pantheus cou'd thy Pray rs, nor Phcebus fave 
Protect the nan. a 8 in vain ! oo 


O loy'd remains of meals once Dh 5 


And all ye Grecian flames which caus'd her fate! 
Ye ſaw my deeds ! bear witneſs, in that night _ 
No hoſtile dart I ſhun'd by ſhameful flight : 

If fate or mighty Jove had doom'd my fall, 
Then had I di'd before my country's wall. 


Hence forc'd away by diſmal ſhrieks and cries, | r 
And the loud ſhouts which rend the vaulted ſxies, 


With wounded Pelias thro! the town I go, 
And hoary Tphitus by age made flow, 
To Priam's royal houſe we bend our way, 
And the dread horrors. of the night ſurvey. 


| Here fought the Greeks, here Mars with bloody arms 


Strode' in the front and rous'd the dire alarms ; 
As if elſewhere thro' Troy no wars were wag'd, 
No heroes bled, no fire or tumult rag'd: 

With ſuch reſiſtleſs force, the warring god 


And Greeks ruſh forward to the King's abode. 


The troops beſeig'd the gates; advancing near 
Over each other's heads their ample ſhields they bear. 
Furious, undaunted, whilſt the jav'lins flew 


O'er their left arm their pond'rous ſhields they threw. | 


Their ladders high againſt the walls they rear, 
And o'er the top the tes Greeks appear. 


High from the battlements the Trojans throw 


Whole roofs and turrets on th' approaching foe. 
In this laſt effort of diſtreſs they tear | 


The gilded rafters, and as weapons bear 
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i Thoſe ſtately ornaments, which once proud Troy, 

And all its wealthy monarchs did enjoy. 

| Others with ſwords defend the gate below | 1 
And firmly guard them gainſt th' aſſailing foe. 

We ſtrait reſume our ardour and inſpire ; 

Within each drooping breaſt freſh life and fire; 

To. Priam's lone receſs direct our way, 

Rouze our dejected friends and chide delay. 

There was a paſſage and a ſecret gate 

| Where Hector's wife, whilſt ſtood the Trojan ſtate, - 
Us'd to reſort, and bear her lovely boy, 

The prince Aſty'nax to the king of Troy. 

This way J gain the tow'r; from ev'ry hand 

Swift flew the darts upon the Argive band. 

Plac'd on a ſummit ſtood this lofty tow'r 

Which roſe to heav'n and brav'd the ſtarry pow'r ; 

From whence we us'd to view all Troy, the main, 

The Greeks, the camps, the navy, and the plain 

Down from the top are thrown the looſen'd planks, 

Which thund'ring hurl deſtruction on the ranks ; 

Others ſucceed ; nor ceaſe we yet to throw 

Darts, rocks, and ruins on the inceſſant foe. 

Lo! foremoſt now amidſt the dread alarms, 


Appears Achilles“ fon in glitt'ring arms: 


As when by winter forc'd, the pois'nous ſnake 
Flies quick for refuge to the thorny brake, 
Fed with obnoxious herbs of half the plain 
Caſts his old ſkin and ſhines in youth again, 
Lifts to the ſun his ſanguine, horrid, creſt, 
Licks with fork'd tongue his Kms an 15 his gliteri ring 
| breaſt, | 
With him his fire's Waun Charioteer 
Automedon, and Periphas appear. 
The Scyrian troops brave Lycomedes leads, 
Theſe hurl the flames and thunder on our heads. 
Arm'd with an axe huge Pyrrhus burſts the doors, 
Rends off the hinges, and lets in his powrs. 
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Where royal rooms imperial pomp diſplay. 
The monarch's guards before the entrance ſtand, 
A firm, undaunted, tho' devoted band. 
Throughout the wretched manſion terror flies, 
And all the place re-echoes with the cries 

Of female woe, which rend the vaulted ſkies, 

The frighted matrons run from place to place, 
Give parting kifles and the laſt embrace. 


See, Pyrrhus ruſh with all his father's force fa 
Nor bars, nor gates, nor guards can ſtop his courſe; 
Juſt as a river raging from its deeps . 


Burſts its ſtrong banks and o'er the country 1 8 


Nor corn, nor flocks, nor folds its force ſuſtain; 
The raging billows bear them to the main. | 
Then as fierce Pyrrhus near the threſhold ſtood, 


And both th' Attridæ terrible in blood, 


I ſaw the aged monarch's purple gore 

Diſtain thoſe altars which he rais'd before. 

Thoſe fifty beds throughout the ſacred place, 
Whence ſprang the hopes of Priam's num'rous race, 


Thoſe rooms enrich'd with gold, which conq'ring Troy, 


From forei gn kings had won, the Greeks deſtroy. 


bakers, O Queen, you wiſh me to relate 
The diſmal tale of royal Priam's fate. 
Soon as he ſaw the foe within hjs wall, 


The ſpreading flames, and knew his country's fall, 5 
With trembling hands he graſps his ſpear and ſhield, 


Girds on his uſ-leſs ſword and takes the field, 
Amidſt the thickeſt of the armed foes | 


Reſolv d at once to end his life and woes, 


An altar ſtood beneath th' expanded ſky, 
Near which a laurel rais'd its branches high, 
Encircling Ilion's gods within its ſhade ; 
Here fled the Trojan Queen beſeeching aid. 


The conqu'ring Greeks the ſpacious dome ſurvey, '/ 


— 


Her 


Laa 


Her tender daughters fled, like doves ain 

By ſhow'rs of eden forms from angry ene, 
Around the ſtatues of their gods they ſtand,” 

And ſeize the altars with a trembling hand. 

Soon as ſhe faw the King, ſhe cries, © my lord - 
« Why clad in arms? what means this uſeleſs ſword? | 
No ſuch defenders, no ſuch arms have pow'r | 

« To check the foe, or ſtop the fatal hour; 

No, not great Hector's hand; here ſtand we all 


* Say'd by this _ or We fall. 


* a» 


Thus ſpoke the "a then i in her arms e d 
Her aged lord, and at the altar plac'd. 
When lo? Polites one of Priam's fons . 
Urg'd by fierce Pyrrhus thro? the palace runs; 
Wounded he flies; the cruel Greek draws near 
Still nearer preſſing with portended ſpear : : 
Within the father's ſight upon the ground 
At length he fell; life ;fſu'd from the wound. 
| Midiſt all the terrors of approaching death 
The King in rage expends his feeble breath ; 
e Oh! oh! he cries, may great avenging Jove 

„ Burſt on thy head his thunders from above, Ws 
« (If juſtice dwells within th' etherial ſky 
« Or gods regard thy impious acts from high) 
« For this bold outrage, which this mournful night 


E Sees wound with filial blood a parents ſight, - 


“ Not thy pretended fire old Peleus' ſon, | 

« Such barbarous actions to his foe has done; 

“ Ev'n he, the terror of the warring plain, 

« Reſtor'd my HeQtor's lifeleſs corpſe. again, 

&« Paid ſome regard to Priam's ſuppliant right is 5 

« And ſent me ſafe to Troy again by night. _ | 

This faid—againft th' inexorable foe 

The weak old King eſiay'd his ſpear to throw; 

Fiaintly it ſtruck, Mane Me 

F ell inoffenſive on the hallow d field. 1 
B 4 '« Hence, 


14 
ce Hence, eries the Greek, and with this meſſage ” k: 
| © To great Pelides in the ſhades below; 
& Tell what unworthy acts in Troy were done 
6“ In this dread night by his degen'rate fon; 
> 1 die — this ſaid from where the altar ſtood | 
He dragged the monarch thro' his offspring's blbod- 
| . his right hand he rais'd his ſword in air 
His left entangled in his hoary hair; 
Deep in his fide the fatal faulchion ſtood, 
And the life ifſu'd with the purple blood. 
Thus fell the King! thus doom'd to fall by fate 
In bitter death amidſt his ſinking ſtate | ! 5 1 | 
Once the proud monarch of the Phrygian coaſts, - 5 
Who rul'd great nations and unnumber'd hoſts, 
Now lies an headleſs corpſe along the ſnore 
Mix'd with the vulgar and defil'd with gore 
Then, nor till then did horror ſeize my brain, 
When I beheld the Dardan monarch ſlain; 
My father to my mind aroſe, my houſe, | 
My boy Iilus and my tender ſpouſe. 
I gaz'd around to ſee, what troops were near; 
Lo! all had fled from baſe, diſhoneſt fear, e 
Or midft the Greeks in deſp rate fury ruſh'd, FN 
Or lay upon the ground by flaming ruins cruſh'd. 
Alone I ſtood, when in the gloom of night 
At Veſta's temple Helen ſtruck my ſight. 
- She, baneful fury! fear d the Trojan Sword, 
Fear'd her own Grecians and deſerted lord. 
Whilſ at the ſhrine ſhe lurks, my anger glows, 
Fierce and.more fierce my furious rage aroſe, 
Shall ſhe then view her native land again? 
And fail victorious o er the ſpacious main ? 
Shall ſhe behold with Jonging eyes her ſpouſe, 
Her parents dear, her ſons, her royal houſe ? 
Shall Phrygian dames the Spartan Queen ſurround ? 
Shall Priam dic and ain with blood the ground ? 


/ 


Shall Troy be burnt? ſhall Phrygia's fertile hor e? 
Be preſs'd with heroes and beſmear d with gore? 
No; for tho' I gain no glorious nam 
Nor can a female's death encreaſe my fame 
Yet till againſt this peſt my arm to raiſe, ' "ht „ 
And take her life, wou d be eternal praiſe: "Mp 8 
Tis what I owe myſelf, my friends, and Try, | 
This ſource of all our mis'ries to deſtroy. - . 
Furious I ſpoke, reſolv'd within her breaſt 
To plunge my ſword, and flay the baneful peſt, 
When to my eyes the Cytherean dame 
My mother Venus all a goddeſs came; 
Thro' the tremendous, glimm'ring ſhade of night 
She ſhone confeſs d the goddeſs to my ſight ; - 
With ſuch full charms, as when conven d by Jove 
She ſits amidſt the gods in heav'n above. 
She ſeiz d my hand and ſighing heav'd her breaſt 
And with her roſy mouth theſe words addreſs d: 
« What rage is this ? ah ! whither does thou run ! 
« Is all my care forgotten by my ſon? | 
« Will you not turn to where Anchiſes lies? 
« Where fair Creüſa fills the dome with cries ? 57-44 
« Where you have left your helpleſs, tender boy K 
„The young Aſcanius, now the hope of Troy. 
Without my care the Grecians ſwords, and fire 
« Had ſlain your houſhold, offspring, wife and fire, 
„ Not Sparta's Queen, nor Priam's oft blam d ſon, 
gut Jove, and adverſe gods theſe things have done 
They all conſpire, and all their thoughts employ . 
To raze the lofty tow'rs of heav'n built Troy. 
& Thoſe humid vapours, and thoſe miſts which riſe 
& And intercept the view from mortal eyes | 
« My pow r ſhall quick diſperſe ; ſtrait, baniſh fear, 
“ Obey the precepts of a mother's care, | 
„ Wherg you behold vaſt rocks disjointed lie, 
Where duſt and ſmpke in waves aſcend the ſky, 
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“ There raging Neptune overthrows the wall 
« Himſelf had rais'd, in lamentable fall. 
* Behold the Queen of -heav'n with fury ſtands, 
« Clad in immortal arms amidſt her Argive bands, 
'«& Guards fierce the Scæan gate, and from the main 
| Calls forth her Grecians o'er the duſty plain. 
4 * Behold Tritonian Pallas ! turn your eyes 
| « On yon high tow'r which props the lofty ſkies ; 
There ſee the Goddeſs furious wield in air 
“Her dreadful ſhield and ſhake her pond'rous ſpear ! 
« Almighty Jove the tyrant of the ſkies _ 
e Aids Argos' arms, the Greeks with ſtrength ſupplies ; 5 
« Partial he thunders gainſt the Phrygian towrs 1 
« And ſtirs againſt his Troy th' immortal powers. 
« Haſte then, my ſon, begone, quick haſte your flight; 
<« I'll ſafe conduct you thro" the bloody fight.“ 
Scarce had ſhe ſpoke, when from my longing ſight 
She ſunk and vaniſh'd to the ſhades of nicht. 
Now direful forms and adverſe gods appear, 
And all the dreadful images of war. 
_ Firſt built by Neptune monarch of the main 
Then tow'ring Ilion ſinks to nought again: 
As when the ſwains upon the mountains brow g 
Ply the tall aſh, and blow ſucceeds to blow ; 5 
The tree with head uprear d amidſt the ſky, 
Threat' ning and tott'ring waves its boughs on high, 
Subdu'd at length by fierce, inceſſant force, 
It thunders headlong in impetuous courſe. 


Lo! now conducted by maternal care 

Thro' fires I paſs, thro' darts, thro' bloody war: 

The hoſtile ſpears recede, the flames retire. 

Soon as I found the manſion of my ſire, 

With haſte I ſought, to bear his helpleſs age, 

From death's rude ſhock, and war's wide Ay * 
Firm he reſolves with ſacred Troy to die, 


Nor o'er the raging ſeas an exile fy. | 
Fly . 


a E 
00 Fly ye, he cries, a þ 
« Whoſe blood yet flows with warm Raw lag 1 
“ Had my ſhort life been precious to the Gods, 
« Then had their pow'r preſerv'd me theſe abodes. 
« Enough for me that I have ſeen the fall 
« Of Troy's ſtrong battlements and lofty wall. 
“ Haſte, fly, O youths? yet give a parting tear, 
4 The loſs of burial I with eaſe can bear: 
c This ſword ſhall find my death, and end my woe; 
« Or elſe—T'll humbly aſk it from the foe. 
« Uſeleſs, abhorr'd I've liv'd, ſince thun'dring Jove 
“ Blaſted my limbs with light ning from above. 


Thus ſpoke Anchiſes, whilſt. throughout the houſe 
The cries re-echo of my friends and ſpouſe, 
4 Oh ! quit this ſcene which nought but death preſents, 
« Nor aid misfortune in her dire intents.” 

Still he denies to fly; then with a look 

O'erwhelm'd with grief and ſorrow, thus. I ſpoke 5 

* Ah ! wretched me what counſel now is left, 

« Of ev'ry proſpect, ev'ry hope bereft ? _ 

4 And can you think, that I from Troy will fly, 

« And leave a father midſt the flames to die? 

« Midſt foes and death to leave you thus alone? 

« Can you, O fire, propoſe to ſuch a ſon? _ 

& Tf tis by Jove, th' almighty lord decreed |, 

That you in Troy by conq'ring Greeks mult bleed; 

te If you are fix'd not yet your life to ſave; . 

* Behold ! the gate lies open to the grave! 

Lol Pyrrhus comes with blood all ann o'er, 
_ < Stain'd with the aged Priam's royal gore. 

* Who with his ruthleſs ſword in Priam's view 
“ Firſt ſtabb'd the offspring, then the parent ſlew. 
Was it for this, O mother, with your care 
* Thro' death, and foes you led me thro? the war? 
To ſee my fire, my wife, my tender boy | 

Welt' ring in gore, the once proud hope of Troy? a 


Fg 


{8} 
ec Arms, arms, my men, —ah give me to the foe | 72 
4“ This hour demands me —let me end my woe! 
_ « Give me to the field in arms once more to ſhine 
Then great revenge ! revenge in death be mine! 


Then I brace on my ſhield, gird on my arms, 
And madly fally midſt the dire alarms. 8 
But lo! Creiifa by the door I meet 

Leading my boy; ſhe clings around my feet, 
And thus the beauteous dame with tears began, 
« Tf bent to ſeek thy death too daring man; 

« Midſt death in all its ſhapes reſolv'd to run; 

« Ah! take thy dear Creiiſa and thy ſon, 

« But if fome hopes in war and arms appear, 

« Firſt guard thy fire, this houſe, thy wife and heir. 
& Who ſhall defend thy fire, thy fon, and wife 
& When thou in duſt art laid, bereft of life ? 
Thus ſpoke Creüſa, and with ſhrieks and cries 
Pierc'd ev'ry ear, and rent the vaulted ſkies. 
When on a ſudden to our wond'ring ſight 

Inlus' hair ſent forth a ſtream of light. 

The flames around his curling treſſes ſpread, ' 

And round his temples innocently fed. | 

4 With trembling haſte, myſelf, and tender dame 

1 Pour cryſtal ſtreams upon the ſacred flame. 
| Anchiſes joyful rais'd to heaven above 
His hands, and thus invokes immortal Jove, 

* O Jove, the lord ſupreme of men and gods 
& Look on us Trojans from thy bleſt abodes, 

6 Confirm this ſign and caſt a fav'ring eye; 
& Propitious hurl thy thunders thro! the ſky.” 


Thus ſpoke my fire, when Jove enthron'd on high 
Hul'd from the eaſt his thunders thro? the ſky, 
A ſtar burſt forth, and ſhone thro glimm'ring night, 
And quickly flew, emitting ſtreams of light. 
715 | O'er | 
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Oe the high houſs its radiant bens 5t fend 
We mark'd its way; tow'rds ſacred. Ide it led: 


With heav'nly light the mountain ſhone around, © +: 


Sulphureous flames aroſe, and lighted all the ground. 


My fire o'ercome with this, with ſteadfaſt eyes 


And hands uplifted, thus in tranſport-eries z 
4 Fly, fly, my ſon, oh! baniſh all delay! | 
4 Your ſteps I'll follow and commands obey, 
& Ye earth born deities, and ye heav'nly gods 


ce Protect my ſon, protect our bleſt abodes ; na M0 


« Theſe are thy omens, Jove; celeſtial powers 
« Deſcend, — | 


This faid—the . more plain 1 Fa 10 bor; | 
The roaring flames aſſault my trembling ear. 
4 Haſte then my father tis no time to wait; 

* Haſte, mount my ſhoulders, a moſt pleaſing N 
One common fortune, O my fire, eee 
« One common ſafety, or one common grave. 
Ourſelf will lead the tender boy; and you, 
« My much lov'd conſort, ſhall our fteps purſue. 
« Attendants, hear obſervant my commands; 
„Without the town a ruin'd temple ſtands ; 

“ Proceeding there by different roads we'll go, 
« And there aſſembling void the watchful foe; 

« Do you, O father, bear within your hands 

* Our gods, our ſymbols, and the ſacred bands; 
« By me that holy office: were profan'd, $ - 4 

« Unhallow'd as I am, -with blood diſtain'd ! 


Mr fe ted A. 2 
e And foul pollutions of this fatal day.“ 4:4 ba 
This ſaid -a Lion's horrid ſpoils bedeck 1641 
My brawny ſhoulders and ſubmiſſive neck, | i 
My ſacred load I bear with ardent joy, ct fie 


And ſnatch with eager haſte my tender boy, 
Who ran with ſteps unequal by my ſide, 1 
And at a diſtance follow'd my dear Bride, 
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My wife had ſought her huſband's houſe again. 


My cautious eyes thro ev'ry path I run 

Fearing for all; my wife, my fire, and ſon; ' | 

I, whom before nor darts, nor Greeks eou'd fright, ö is 
Tremble at ev'ry whiſper of the night. 40385 
The gates approaching with my precious lodNd 
T ſeem'd t' have ſcap'd the foe by ev ry road. hb | 
When trampling feet Anchiſes ſeem'd to hear - - * 
Look'd thro' the ſhade and thus exclaims with fear; 
The Greeks approach—fee the uplifted hand 
“See the bright armour of the ruthleſs band!!! 
Bereft of ſenſe, and ſtruck with deep deſpair, E 
Midft this diſtreſs I loſt my lovely fair. elect s 1 4 | 


Whether by Argives ſlain and *vengeful ſword, ' | 


Or captur'd by ſome cruel Grecian lord,” 
Or drooping from fatigue upon the ſhore, 
Alas! ſhe bleſt theſe longing eyes no more. 


Nor did I know of my Creiiſa's ſtay, 
Nor &er perceiv'd that ſhe had loſt her wa, 
Till to the mount and facred fane I came By 
Where all aſſembled but the unhappy rand ; ' 
Struck with unutterable grief and woe, on 
Whom of the gods above, or men below x 
Did I not blame? or midſt the raging fight 
What ſcene more cruel ever ſtruck my ſight ? 
To my friends care I leave my fire and boy, 
And all the houſhold gods of conquer'd Troy. 


Then to the walls of flaming Ilion's ſtate 
I ruſh with ſpeed, and enter at the gate. 


Our former route I trace in wild affright, 
And ſearch Creüſa midſt the ſhades of night. 
Horror around its frightful pinions ſpread, 
And the deep ſilence of the night I dread. 
Then thro” the paths and ſlipp'ry fields of war 


My wearied footſteps to my houſe I bear, 


If haply wand'ring from the bloody plain 
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From hence I ruſh with heed by v te, 

And nenne, | 
| There in the temple dire Ulyſles ftood * 
With houry zg n d ting hogs: } £1 
To watch the ſpoils of conquer d Troy neg 
With choſen guards, à firm, undaunted band. 
Here maſſy bowls, and veſts unnumber'd lay; 
There heaps of gold the Bean weak dia. 
Boys and affrighted matrons in a row * 


Stand near the ſpoils, encireled by the foe. | 2370 
Then thro? the gloom I ſend my mournful cries, s, 


Groan following groan re-echoes thro” * les; ; 
I call my loſt, my loved wife in van 


Loul nd more loud I caller name gin; W 


When lo! at length to my aftoni d eyes: CS 
In form enlarged Creiifa ſeem'd to rife.. ' | ** 
Struck and confounded at the ſight I ſtood ; ; 
Fear rais'd my hair, and horror chill'd my * 


Then thus the viſionary phantom ſpeaks, | 
« Ah why, my ſpouſe, theſe tears bedew thy cheeks ? 


« Great Jove denies and all the immortal gods 

« That thou ſhalt bear me o'er the raging floods. 
ce Now hear attentive what the fates ordain ; | 
« Ene 
„ Till thou ſhalt fail to fair Italia's ſtrand, | 

« Where Tyber's gentle ſtreams enrich the land; 
<« There thou ſhalt reign, bleſt with a royal houſe, 
« Bleſt with a Kingdom and a royal ſpouſe. 
« Lament me then no more; I ſhall not.go 

<« With Phrygian dames, a captive to the foe. 

cc For know, the mother of the heay'nly gods 
&« Detains thy conſort in her bleſt abodes ; 

« Alas! farewel, cheriſh with tender joy | 
My dear remembrance in our infant boy,” 
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Fled like a dream and vaniſh' d into air; 
Thies with my arms Lows to 
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Where'er the gods decree, or fate o 
The morning ſtar its light o'er Ida ſp 
And brought Aurora from Tithonus' bed. os 4.4 hs 
Then I beheld, O Troy, heav'n- built tow Ts |! wth | 
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